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Akbar despaired. He knew he was dealing with a proud man,
one who placed family honour above the riches of the world. This
realization bred in him a degree of respect for his foe. Neverthe-
less, the lust for conquest and the lesser lust to have a Mewar princess
in his harem would not let him be at peace with himself; he sent
many an expedition to subdue the Rana, but without success. First,,
the fanatic Shahbaz Khan was chosen to achieve what Man Singh
had failed to accomplish. He waged a virtual Jehad for four years,
but could not make a dent on Pratap's powers of resistance. Mewar
lay desolate. The Rana and his family lived often for days on grass-
flour and the bark of trees, but the thought of capitulation never
entered his head. Never spending more than a couple of days at
any one place, they made their elusiveness a popular subject for
bards and story-tellers. Pratap became a legend, a mystery warrior
riding winged horses and golden chariots above the clouds. Accord-
ing to one song, the gods fed Pratap and his family on fruit gathered
from their heavenly orchards and lulled them to sleep at night with
fairy music. The people of Mewar, nay, the whole of Rajasthan,
watched the unequal struggle with bated breath.
One day, a wild cat snatched away a cake of glassflour from the
hand of Pratap's four-year-old son; the latter shrieked, part in fright
and part in hunger; the sight distressed the Rana so much that he
made up his mind to give up the fight and surrender. Some historians
aver that he wrote a letter to Akbar, asking for terms of peace. The-
Emperor was overjoyed. He flaunted the letter before his courtiers^
among whom was the celebrated poet Prithviraj of Bikaner. The
latter discounted the communication as a forgery:
Your Majesty, this is a plot, a snare. I have known Pratap since
childhood. He is not the one to write a letter like this. He would1
rather sacrifice his children with his own sword than seek assis-
tance from any quarter. He is too proud a Rajput to seek terms-
of peace.
Akbar reflected for a while, and then asked the poet to verify
somehow the authenticity of the document. Prithviraj wrote to
Pratap a letter, and at the same time sent to him secretly a poem
in which he lauded his patriotism and hinted that it would be an
evil day when the Gold Sun* is allowed to set. He concluded:
*The Gold Sun is the insignia of the royal house of Mewar.